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Sunday, January xst.
During the last quarter of 1898 I produced about twice as much
work as in any previous similar period. I wrote two-thirds of
a serial story, four or five short stories, a lot of reviews for the
Academy, and all my usual stuff for Woman and Hearth and
Home.
Mrs. Kennerley was here to-day to have tea with Ma. She
said, speaking of the diseases of children : " We never used to
think of having the doctor for measles. I had all my children
down at once. We kept them in the sitting-room during the
day, and carried them upstairs at night. They went on quite
well. It is different now. People seem to be more afraid, but
we never used to think of the doctor in those days/'
" Those days " would be 15 or 16 years ago.
Monday, January 2nd.
If I gained nothing else last year, I gained facility. In the
writing of sensational fiction I made great strides during the
last few months, and with ordinary luck I could now turn out
a complete instalment (about 4,000 words) after 3 o'clock in
an afternoon. For critical work too, I have become much faster
and more adroit.
" Tannhauser ", the opening night of the reconstructed Carl
Rosa Opera Co. at the Lyceum, Jacobi,1 late of the Alhambra.
I Was more impressed by the music than ever before, and more
disgusted by the performance itself. A rough orchestra, a
nervous chorus, nervous principals, and a general atmosphere
of provincialism enveloping everything. I was specially amazed
by the Venus, as grossly and unvoluptuously fat as Tannhauser
Venuses, by sacred tradition, invariably are. She was as fat
1 Georges Jacobi, conductor and composer. He died in 1906.